CHAPTER IV
CHAMUNDI HILL

MYSORE owes so much of her loveliness to her tutelary
hill that the first sight of her great isolated granitoid
mass causes the returning Mysorean more than a little
thrill; the last backward look, as he leaves her, a little
stab of pain. Cloud-capped at dawn, rose-flushed at sun-
set, star-spangled with her * torrent of gems from the
sky' through the night; her mountain sides, green and
gold and grey, Chamundi, as a background to the city she
guards, is perfectly and perpetually satisfying.

The hill, 3,489 feet above sea-level, is sparsely covered
with scrub jungle, barely concealing rocks and caves,
which every year offer less shelter to the cheetahs, wild
pig and porcupines which formerly abounded.

Wide, spiral roads now open up the many view-points
on the hill, and lead to the village, the temples and
the palace bungalow on the top; to the sacred bull,,
lower down, and to the still lower pleasance of LalitadrL
Small 'alpine gardens/ in which, aided by an elaborate
water-supply system, a not unsuccessful attempt is made
to grow western winter flowers, surround the palace
bungalow. 'Circles' and 'islands/ revolving summer
houses, daintily sculptured mantapas and newly-built
shrines adorn a hill already enriched by the legends and
monuments of a romantic past.

And Chamundi is far more than an impressive back-
ground. Her shrines draw multitudes to worship; her